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Hamiin turned the situation over
deliberately in his mind, satisfied that
fiughes had reviewed the possibilities
correctly. If Le Fevre's party had got
through at all, then that was the most
\ikely spot for them to be hiding in.
They would have drifted beyond
doubt, farther than Hughes supposed,
probably, as he had been sholtered
trom the real violence of the wind as
it raged on the open plain. They
might be fifteen, even twenty miles
wway, and so completaly drifted In as

to be nndiscoverabla except through
accldent. What course then was best
to pursue? The storm was likely to
continue violent for a day, perhaps
two days longer. His horses were ex-
bausted, and Carroll helpless. It
might not even be safe to leave the
latter alone, Yet If the frozen man
could be left in the hut to take care
of himself and the ponles, would there
be any bope of success in an effort to
proceed up the river on foot? He
could make Hughes go—that wasn't
the difficulty—but probably they
couldn't cover five miles a day through
the smowdrifts. And, even If they
did succeed In getting through in time
to intercept the fugitives, the othera
would possess every advantage—both
position for defense, and horses on
which to escape. Hughes, lighting his
pipe, confident now In his own mind
that he was personally safe, seemed
to senss the problem troubling the
Bergeant.

“1 reckon 1 know this kentry well
*nough,” he sald lazily, “ter give yer a
pointer er two. I've rounded up long
horns west o' yere. Them fellers

uot,
South?

Her Face Was in His Memory,

aln't goln' to etrike out fer the Cann-
dian till after the storm quits, By
thet time yer ponles is rested up In
better shape than theirs will be, and
we kin strike ‘cross to the sou'west.
We're bound elther to hit ‘em, or ride
‘eross thar trall

“But the woman!" protested Ham-
lin, striding across the floor. “What
muy happen to her in the meanwhile?
She {8 an Bastern girl unaccus
tomed to this life—a—a lady.”

“Yer don't need worry none ‘bout
thet, Ef she's the right kind she'll
stan’ more'n a man when she has to.
I reckon it won't be none too pleasant
long with Gene an' them Cheyenns
bucks, but If she's pulled through so
fur, thar ain‘'t puthin' special goln' ter
happen till they git to the Injun
¢amp.*

“You mean her fate will be declded
in counoil?"

“Sure; thet's Cheyenne law. La
Fevre kuows it, an' ol' Koletn would
knife him in & minute if he got gay.|
Ho's a devil all right—thet ol' buck—
but he's afrald of Biack Kottle, an’
thar won't be no harm done to the
gal"

The Sergennt walked over to the
fire, and gtared down into the red em-
burs, striving to control himself. He
realized the truth of all Hughes auid.|
und yet had to fight fietcely his inell
nution to hasten to her rescue. The
very thought of her alone in those
ruthless hands was torture, There was
no selfishness in the man't heart, no
hope of winning this girl for himself,
yet he knew now that he loved her;
that for him she was the one woman
n ull the world, Her face was In his
memory; the very soughing of the
Wind seomed her volce calling him. But
the real man n him—the plainsman
!nulnet—ﬂmuquored the impetuosity
of the lover. There must be no mis
taks mpde—no rash, hopeless effort.
Netter delay, than ultimate faflure,
“nd Hughes' plan was the more practh
cal wuy,

"You'rs right, old man. Wo'll walt,"
he wald sternly, “Now to get ready.
Have you u corral?”

The other made & gesture with his
hand

_Twenty rod blow, under tha bluft*

Wo'll drive the horses down, feed
“nd water them, But first come with
- 'r'-__”-"r'- 15 & half-frozen mAan up yom

They plowed through the snow to
Edther, choking and coughing In the

ek wwirl of Jukes that beat
UERHEL thelr fapes, The throe horses,
bowdered white, stood talls to the
~Orm, with head to the bluff, whils
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the drifts completely covered Carroll
He was sleeping, warm In the blan
kets, and the two men plcked him up
and stumbled along with thelr burden
to the shelter of the cabin. Then
Hughes faced the blizzard again, lead.
ing the horses to the corral, while
Hamlin ministered to the semt-con-
sclous soldler, laying him out upon a
plle of soft skins, and vigorously rub-
bing his limbs to restore circulation.
The man was stupid from exposure,
and in some pain, but exhibited no
dangerous symptoms. When wrapped
ugain In his blankets, he fell instantly
asleep. Hughes returned, mantled
with snow, and, as the door opened, the
howl of the storm swept by,

“No better outside?”

“Lord, mol Worse, if anything.
Wind more east, sweepin’ the snow
up the vallay. We'll be plum shet up
In an hour, I reckon. Hosses all right,

In the silence they could hear the
flerce beating sgalnst the door, the
shrieking of the storm-flend encom-
pasaing them about

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Chase.

Hamlin never forgot those two days

and nights of walting, while the storm

roared without and the clouds ol
drifting snow made any dream of ad
vance imposaible. Trained as he was
to patience, the delay left marks in
his face,and his nerves throbbed with
paln. His mind was with her con
stantly, even In moments of uneasay
sleep, pleturing her condition unshel
tered from the storm and protected
only by Le Fevre and his two Indlap
allles, . If he could only reach them,
only strike a blow for her release, It
would be such a rellef. The ancer
tainty welghed upon him, giving unre
stricted play to the Imagination, and,
incidentally awakening a love for the
girl 850 overwhelming as almost to
frighten him. He had fought this feel
Ing heretofore, deliberately, satisfied
that such ambition was hopeless. Ha
would not attempt to lower her to his
level, nor give her the unhappiness ol
knowing that he dared mirconstrus
ber frank friendliness into aught more
tander. But these misfortunes had
changed the entire outlook. Now he
flung all pretense aslde, eagor to place
his life on the altar to save her
Even a dim flame of hope began blaz.
ing in his heart—hope that he might
yot wring from Le Fevre a confes
slon that would clear his name. Ha
knew his man at last—knew him, and
would track him now with all the pitl
less ingenuity of a savage. Once he
could stand erect, absolved of dis
grace, n man agnin among men, he
would Ignore the uniform of the ranks,
and go to her with all the pride of his
race. Ay! and down In his heart he
knew that she would welcome his com-
Ing; that her eyes would not look at
the uniform, but down into the depths
of his own.

He thought of it all as he paced the
floor, or stared into the fire, while out.
slde the wind ruged and howled, plling
the snow agninst the eabin front, and
whirling in mad bursts up the valley.
It would be denth to face the fury of
it on these opgn plaing, There was
nothing left him but to swear, and
pace buck and forth. Twice he and
Hughea fought their way to the cor
ral, found the horses shelterod in a
Iittle cove, and brought them food
and water, The wtruggle to accom:
plish this was sufficlent proof of the
impossibility of going farther. Iix-
hausted and breathless they staggered
Lack Into the guletness of the eabln,
feeling s though they had been boat
by clubs. Once, desperate to attempt
gomething, Hamlin suggested search-
ing for the bodies of Wasson and
Wade, but Hughes shook his head,

staring nt the other as though halt| gleam across which they passed ke jy—are ridin’ double. Thar animals

belleving him  dementod, The Ser
poant strode to the doar and looked

out Into the smother of snow: then | mhe Sergeant, staring about, felt that| ‘hout the slze o It.
came back without a word of protest. | he had never looked upon n more de | ghle ter hoad thet bunch off 'fore they
Carroll improved steadily, mmpln!n-! pressing spectacle than this gloomy | git to the Canadlan at thet rate o

ing of pain where the frost had nipped
oxposed flesh, yet able to ait up, and
ent  heartily, There remained a
numbness in his feet and legs, how-
ever, which ‘prevented his standing
alone, and both the others realized
that he would have to he left behind
when the storm abated, Hughes would
go without doubt; on this point the
Sergeant was determined. He did not
pltogether like or trust the man; he
could not blot from memory the cow-
ardly shot which killed Wasson, nor
entirely rid himselt of a fear that he,
himself, had falled an old comrade, In
not revenging his death: yet one
thing was clear—the man's hatred for
Le Fevra made him valuable. Treach-
oroua as he might be by nature, now
his whole soul was bent on revenge.
Moreover he knew the lay of the lund,
the trall the fumtives would follow
and to some extent Black Kettle's
camp. Little by little Hamlin drew
ream him every detall of Le Fevre's

life lu the cattle country, becoming | bound to strike n crossridge afure wWé| ¢he hill, and forcing his horse luto o |

more and mors convineod thal both
men were tl taves, tholr herds lﬂl"ﬂf‘ly
stolen through connlvance with In-
dlans. Undoubtedly Le Fevre wae

the bigeger rascal of Lhe two, and pos
sensed greater Influence becatse of
hls marrlage into the tribe.

It was the second midnight when
the wind diod down, Hamlin, sleeping
fittully, secmed to sense the change;
he rose, foreed the door open, and
peered out eagerly. JThere was lHght
nesa to the sky, and all about, the un-
broken expanse of snow sparkled In
cold erystals. Nothing broke the
white desolation but the da.k waters
of the river stlll unfrozen, and the
gaunt limbs of the cottonwoods, now
standing naked and motionlesa. The
silence was profound, seomifg almopt
painful after the wild fury of the past
days, He could hear the soft purr of
the water, and Carroll's heavy breath:
Ing. And it wans cold, bitterly cold,
the chill of it penetrating to his very
bones. PRut for that he had no care—
his mind bad absorbed the one lmpor
tant fact; the way was open, they
gould go. He shook Hughes roughly
into wakefulness, giving utterance to
sharp, tensa orders, as though he
dealt with a man of his own troop.

“Turn out, llvely, now. Yes, tho storm
fsover. It's midnight, or a little after,
and growing cold. Put on your heavy
stuff, and bring up the two best
horses. Come, now; you'll step off
quicker than that, Hughes, If you ride
with me, 1'll have everything ready
by the time you get here. BEat! Haell!
We'll eat in the saddle! What's that,
Carroll ™

“Ye ain't a-goln' to leave ma yere
alone, are ye, Sergeant?

“No; there’ll be two horses to keep
you company. You've got & snap,
man; plenty to eat, and 3 good fire—
what more do you want—a nursef
Hughes, what, In the name of Heaven,
are you standing there for? Perhaps
you would like to have me stir you
up. 1 will it those horses are not here
In ten minutes.”

The cowman, muffied to the ears in
& buffalo coat, plunged profanely into
the drift, slamming the door behind
him. Hamlin bastily glanced over ths
tew articles piled In readinesa on the
bench—ammunition, blankets, food—
paying no heed to Carroll's muttering
of diecontent. By the time Hughes
returned, he had everything strapped
for the saddles. He thrust the cow-
man’s rifle under hls own flap, but
handed the latter a revolver, staring
straight Into his eyes as he did so.

“I reckon you and I have got enough
In common in this c¢chase to play
square,” he sald grimly. “We're both
out after Le Fevre, aln't we?"

“You bet,”

“All right, then; here's your gun. If
you try any trickery, Hughes, I'd ad-
vise that you get me the first shot, for
if you misa you'll never have an-
other."

The man drew the sleeve of his
coat over his lips, his eyes shifting be
fore the Sergeant's stendy gane.

“I ain't thet sort,” he muttered un

PAGE THREE

mostly, an' a hell o' a place for eattlo
to hide out.™

“Hughes, do you know where Nlack
Kettle's camp 157"

"Well, no, not exactly. Lae' winter
the Cheyennes was settled 'bout op

Plunged Profanely Into the Drift.

posite the mouth o' Buffalo creek, an' |
thar ‘re down thar somewhar now.
Thar ‘s one thing sure—they ain't any
sast o' thet. As we aln't hit no trall,

I reckon as how Le Fevre's outfit
must hev drifted further then I ecalo'ls- |
ted.” |

“I thought so at the time,"
mented the other, quistly. “However, |
we will have to make the circle, and, |
It the country out yonder is as you de- |
soribe, they will be no better off. |
They'll have to follow the ridges to
get through. We may get a glimpee
when daylight comes.”

They rode on steadily, keeping down
below the crest of the hills, yet plok-
Ing & passage where the snow had
been swept clear. The slipperiness of |
the Incline made their progress alow,
pa they dared not risk the breaking of

8 horse's leg in that wilderness, and

The wind had ceased, the calm was
fmpressive after the wild tumult, but|
the cold seemed to strengthen na the

exposed faces of the men. The strain |
ing ponlea were white with frost. lnl
the gray of a cheerless dawn  they
drew rein just below the summit, |
where they could look off across the
lower ridges to the westward. '

It was a wild, desolate scene, the
dull gray sky overhead, the black and
white shading below. Mile on mile|
the ploture unrolled to the horizon |
the vista widening slowly as the light/
tnercased, bringing forth the detalle
of barren, wind-ewept ridges and shal

easily. *“Yer don't need to think thet
o' ma."”

“Maybe not,” and Hamlin swung
into the saddle carelessly. “Only |
thought I'd tell you beforehand what
would happen if you attempt any fool
gun play. Take the lead, you know
the trail.”

Carrolly supporting himself by the
| table, erept across to the door and
watched them, reckless ns to the en-
tering cold. The glare of the white
snow revealed clearly the outlines of
the disappearing horsemen, as they
rode cautiously down the bank. The
thin fringe of shore lece broke under
the welght of the ponies’ hoofs, as the
riders forced them forward into the
foy water. A moment later the two
crept up the sharp incline of tha op
poeite wshore, appearing distinet
against the sky as they attained the
summit. Hamlin waved his hand, and
then, on & lope, the figures vanished
into the gloom. Crying, and swearing
at his helplessness, the deserted sol
dler closed the door, and crept back
shivering Into his blankets.

Hughea turned hia horse's head to
the southwest, and rode steadily for
ward, the buffalo overcoat glving him
s shaggy, grotesque appearance In
the spectral light reflected from the
snow, Without a word Hamlin fol

low valleys choked with snow. Not a
tree, not a shrub, not even a rock
broke the dead monotony. All was
loneliness and sllence. The snow lay
gleaming nnd untrampled, except as
hers and there s dull brown patch ol
dend grass dorkened the side of a hill
Hamlin shadowed his eyes with gloved
unnds, studying intently inch by ineh
the wide domain, Suddenly he arose
in his stirrups, bending eagerly for |
ward.

"By heaven! There they are
Hughes,” he exclaimed, foellng the hot
plood course through his velns. “See
on the Incline of that third ridge
There {8 a shadow there, and they arel
not moving., Here; draw In back ol
me; now you can gee. It looks s
though they had a horse down."”

Hughes stared long in the direction|
Indleated, his eyes narrowed into mere
glits,

“Ah! that's it,” he wsald at last
“Horse broke a leg; shot It jest then— |
1 seen the flash. Now they're goln
on. 8See! One fellow climbin® up be
hind ‘nother, an' the horse left lyin
thar on the snow."

“How many peupla do you make|
out? and Hamlin's volee shook u lit
tle. “There's four, aln't there?”

At that dletance the fugitives looked
llke mere black dots, It could soarce

lowed, & pace behind. Their route lay
for the first few miles ncross &  com:
paratively level plateau, over which
the flerce wind of the late storm had |
swept with such violence as to leave !
the surface packed firmn. The night
ghut them In silently, giving to lho-h|
Immediate surroundings & mournful |
loneliness most  depressing, There |

|
| were no shadows, only the dull snow: |

| gpectres, the only sound the crunchlngl
of thelr horses' hoofs on the crust

]Ilmdacupe. desolate and  wind-swept, |
still overarched with low-lylng storm
clouds, black and ominous,

They advanced thus for two hours,
making no attempt to foree their ani
mals, and scarcely exchanging a word,
both men watchful of the snow under
| foot in search of a possible trail, when
the character of the country began to
change. The level plaln broke inte
a serles of ridges of Irregular forma
tion, all evidently heading toward|
some more southern valley. In the de
pressions the snow lay banked in deep |
ritts, and, after plunging desporately
through two of these, unable to judge
| correctly in the dim light where to|
| ride, Hughes turned more to the,

gouth, skirting nlong the bare slopu of |
1a ridge, trusting some turn lower |
down would yleld them the necessary
l weslerning.
“It's over tho ponles’ hoads down
ther, Bergeant,” he said, pointing eide.
l, ways into the dark hollow, “an" we're

| aome to the blufs*
“What Wluffs? The Canadian™ |
“Yep, It's badly broken
long ways west o' yere,

Bad landa

‘ be searching the trall ahead censeless

| sherp trot, hended stralght out into

kgntry 8| out uttering a word, brought down his

Iy be determined that they moved
and yet thelr outlines wera distinet

| against the background of white snow

while the two watchers possessed the
trained viglon of the plalns, Hughes
answered after a  dellberata  Ingpec
tion, without so much as turning his
head.

“Thar's four; thar was
four hosses, and two—the Injuns like

leastwisn

are ‘bout pluyed, It looks ter me—jusi
uble ter erawl. Aln't had no fodder Ia
We ought to be

travel—hey, Sergeant?

Hamlin's eyes followed the long
sweap of the crossridge studying it
trend, and the direction of the Inter
vening valleys. Once down on the
other slope all this extensive view
would be hidden; they would have tc
ride blindly, guessing at the particular
swale along which those others, were
advancing. To come to the summM
agaln would surely expose them to
those keen Indlan eyes. They would

iy, notlng every object along the
crests of the ridges, However, If the
presnga around was not blocked with
snow, they ought to attain the junction
fo ample time. With twice as far
to travel, thelr ponies were atrong and
fit and should win out against Le
Fovre's atarved beasts, He waved his
gloved hand

“We'll try It,"
*eome ou, Hughea"

He led off wlong the steep side of

he sald, shortly;

the white wildernesn; Hughes, with

P i B e il s il i)

| deep,

againat the
is two er maybe three miles off, an'

the falnt glimmer was most confusing | 9.

quirt on his pony's Oank and follow.
il

CHAPTER XXX,
The Fight In the Snow.

The glope toward the south had not
been swaopt clear by the wind, and the
horses broke through the ecrust to
thelr knees, oceonslonally stumbling
Into hollowa where the drifts were
This made progress slow, al
though Hamlin pressed forward reck.
leasly, fully aware of what it would
mean wshoild the fugitives emerge
first, and thus achleve a clear pass
age to the river. What was golng on
there to the right, behind the fringe
of low hills, conld not be eonfectured,
but to the left the riders could sea
oclearly for m great distance over the
derolate, snowdraped land, down to
the dark waters of the Canadian and
the shore beyond. It was all a deso

Iate waste, barren of movement, and

no smoke bore evidence of any Indinn
encampment near by. A mile or more
to the wesat the river took a sharp
bend, disappenring behind the bluffs,
and on the open plain, barely vialble

| against the unsullled mantle of snow,

wore dark specks, apparently moving,
but In erratie fashion. The distance
Intervening was too great for elther
man to distingulsh exactly what these
might be, yet as thuy plunged onward
their keen eyes searched the valley
vigilantly through the cold clear alr.

“Some of your long-horns, Hughes?"
asked the Bargeant finally, polnting as
he turned and glanced back, “"Quite &
bunch of cattle, it looks to me.”

“Them thar ain't cows,” returnad
the other positively, “Tha're too close-
ly bunched up. I reskon it'll be Black
Kettle's pony herd.”

“Then hia village will ile In beyond
the big bend th re,” and Hamlin rose

in his stirrups, shading his eyes. “The
herders haven't driven them far since
the storm broke, You don't see any
smoke, do you'?

Hughes shook his head.
“You woyldn't likely mee none
gray sky; them ponies

ther camp {s likely a mile er so furth-
Thar's a blg bend thar, aa I re-
member; a sort o' level apot with blufi
all 'round, 'eept on the side ‘o ther
river, We hed a cattle corral thar

dawn advanced, viclously biting the ‘one't, durin’ a round-up. Most lkely

that's whar they are."”
“And Le Fevre {8 hending stralght
for the spot. Well, he'll have to come

reachod the first line of bluffs, and put on this bench first.”

“Yop, there sure aln't no valleys
Iying between. How many o' thesa
yore guleh openings have we got past
already 1

“Three; there's tha fourth just
ahead, That's the one they were trall
ing through. No doubt about that, is
there

“Not "ess them Injuns took to the
ridge. They wus sure in the fourth
valley when we fust sighted the outfit
back thar, Whateher goln' ter do, HSer
geant? Jump 'em a hoss-back, an'
just pump lead?”

(To be continued)

MONUMENTS

Durability of White Bronze Attested
By Eminent Scientific
Authorities

“A# to the durability and unchange-
nlle color of these monuments I have
not the shadow of m doubt, ns the
agencles which disintegrate and de-
gtroy our finest marble and granite
monuments do not thus act upon
White Bronze." L, B, SPERRY,

Prof. Chemistry and Mineralogy,

Carleton College, Northfield, Minn.

No rust, no ¢hip, no erumhble. Sold
by Thomus Allsop, Smithfleld, Utah,
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Georgetown, Texns, J. A. Kimbro,
gnye: "For several yenrs past Foley's
Honey and Tar Compound has been
my household remedy for all coughs,
colds, and Jung twoubles, It has
given permanent rellef in a numbae
of cases of obatinate and
colds."” Contalng no oplates Reafuse
substitutes, Adv,
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MOTHERS, TEACH
YOUR CHILDREN
600D MANNERS

One of the hardest tasks for the
yeung mother to assume Is the disclp
Hning of her ehildren, Before the
baby begins to talk or speak whe
spolls It to her heart's content, and
It 18 almost (mpossible to break the
Hubit a8 the child grows older.

When the little one has lewrned
the nse of hig legs and tongie he
lias also learned to use his little,
brain, and all Impressions made at
that time are bound (o remiin.

It & never too enrly to teach your
child good manners obedlenco to
those 'n suthority, and deferance to
slders, Many mothers hove laughed
at and even encouraged thetr  chil-
dren's naughtiness, and then  when
the little ones have passed the age
where thele little pranka have seem-
od funny they have been severely
punished for the same things which
formerly only brought forth laughter
and murmurs of “Isn‘t that too cun-
ning?*"

The Injustice of such methods
runkles In the childa brain and of-
ten makes the llitle one sullen and
indifferent, whero kinder treatment
would have brightened the young
heart wonderfully. There are many
children betwesn ten and  thirteen
*who seem to have naturally sulky dis-
positions, but outsiders can  never
judge of what is upsetting the  little
mind—what acts of apparent injus-
t'oe have made them lose their bright-
ness.,

How many mothers have been heard
to exelaim, *1 really don‘t know what
to do with Harold: he s becoming
g0 nnughty Intely.” In nine cases ot
of *en Harold has been Just as nnugh-
ty all along, only he has censnd to
be amusing. No wonder that our
grandmothers shake thelr lieads over
children of today and murmur that
it was not like this In their dny!

Mothers, keep a firm hand on your
ehlldren when they are o0 young that
obhadlence becomes a habit, I you
lot thelr shortoomings pass now, you
will surely pay for it as woll as they.
No amount of punishment at eleven
or twelve will #ive you that abso:
te control which might have been
yours had you exerted through all
the previous yesrs. And not only
will you pay for your laxity when the
chlldren are voung, bug heartachas
and sighs will be your lot when your
little oneg become adolescent.

The Loy who lins been allowed to
run wild the first ten years of his
Hfe will not be whipped into ohedi-
ence the next three or four, and will

certninly go his own wey in his
voung manhood, unmindful of any
control his parents may endeavor to
nxert.

When the child {8 very young teach
him to obey his parénts as involun-
tarily as he would eat when hungry.
Teach him the patural little courtes-
fes of life 8o that they become a part
of his mature

GUARDING AGAINST CROUP

The best safeguard against croup
is a bottle of Folex's Honey und Tar
Compound i the house, P, H, Ginm,
Middieton, Gh,, wrltes: "My chlldren
are very susceptible to croup, susily
catch cold 1 give them
Honey and Tar Compound and in ev-
ket prompt relief
We koep it al
oroup.”
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